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Certain days in 
your life...certain 
moments...it’s like 
you have snapshots 
in your head. 


That day, down at the 
Coney Island beach...that 
was one of those days. 


Probably ‘cause my mom hardly 
ever took me to the beach. Hardly 
ever took me anywhere, really. 


_ aes 


She busted her butt sometimes I like to 
cleaning other people's imagine he was on the 
houses for peanuts. beach with us that day. 


Did everything she 
could to hold it 
“| together after Dad 
‘ bolted. 


~ 
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No, she weren’t DEAD or nothin’ 
like that. My childhood sucked, 
but let’s not make it even worse 

than it was 


MOM! MOM! BEEBE = 
YOU GOTTA SEE }. 1. She tended 
ITE YOUss | A ae to drink a lot FR 
Z ; “ in those 
days. A lot. 


Since I Knew I’d never be 
able to wake her, I curled 
up NEXT to her to wait. 
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BILLY. BILLY, 
WAKE UP. IT’S 
CLOUDING UP. 
TIME TO GO. 


GOOD 
DREAMS? 


SANDMAN CAME 
TO VISIT YOU? 


OH RIGHT! 3 

SAND! I GOTTA J_ WILLIAM, I 
SHOW YOU! _/TOLD YOU, WE 
REALLY HAVE 


TO... 
PLEASE! 
PLEASE! I BUILT 
THIS SANDCASTLE! 
YOU GOTTA-- 


I kept wheedling her and begging 
and pleading and finally she sighed 
in that way she had and ran after 


IT WAS 
19408, 55h, wo, \ EES — walT Wi H 
Meets Woes } “ \ BEST CASTLE EVER. 
5 IT WAS LIKE... 
ART. 


BILLY? 
BILLY, 1 
WHAT’S...? fa 


WELL...THAT’S 
PRETTY MUCH THE 
WAY OF THE WORLD, 
HONEY. 
NOTHING 
LASTS. NOT ART. 
NOT RELATIONSHIPS. 
NOTHING. 
EVERYTHING 
GOES AWAY, 
“re OR 


Ny yen ene 


My 
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Now that I THINK about it... 
that’s pretty much the story E74 


my life. Hp 


Mi "Ry 
Other kids...they would’ve just shrugged 
nowhere fast. that day off. Not me. I thought about 
J mney j what she said...and about this castle that 


r Meld . 
7 — And I thought, 
Ul d “Screw that. I’m 


y). - 2 % / j F ® | gonna find a way. 


“I’m gonna find a way to make 
something that lasts. Something 
that people’ll look at or see or 
remember forever, until the sun 
goes Kablooey and nothin’ 


“somethin’ that 
won't be washed away 
by the sands of time.” 


Life is a wheel. No 
matter how much it 
turns and turns, and 

you Keep thinking 
you’re making some 


headway... 
u sooner or later, 
/ it comes right 
4 / around again. 


it always brin 

it always brings 

1 me back around Le) 
to him... 


That miserable wall- 
crawler. Spending his life 
hiding behind a mask. 


I may be a crook... 
but at least I’m an 
HONEST crook. 


Sure, sure, I’ve ha 

different names... 
William Baker, Flint 
Marko, others... 


But, bottom line, my 
face is out there. When 
guys are throwing down 
with me, ey Know who 
they're dealing with 
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We 
CLUBS 


IS, UH... 
IS HE, Y'KNOW...A )] 
TEACHER, TOO?/ | 


DOES HE prt 
CRAY Ss 
OF MONEY? Z 


Th WV 


QUITE A LOT 
OF 


TO HEAD DOWN 
TO LUNCHROOM DUTY. 
COME DOWN FOR LUNCH 
AS SOON AS YOU'VE 
CLEANED UP. 


= —— 
BY THE WAY, 

THAT'S A LOVELY SAND- 

IN-A-BOTTLE DESIGN YOU 
BROUGHT IN TODAY. 


WHAT AN y a 
ODP THING TO msi 
ASK, WILLIAM. 


Not tome. Tome, 
it just proved what 
I always figured... 


The guys with all 
the money get all 
the girls. Especially 
the pretty ones. 
LDH \/ 


I didn’t even have the nerve 

to tell her the bottle was for == 
er...a present from a hopeless & 
suitor. Looking back, it was 
one of those moments that’s 


part of growing up... 


but when it’s ¥ 
happening, it’s like 


Ki being Ine 
| ottom of a 
is 


Worst thing about being in a pit 

is that sometimes people come 

along and kick more dirt down on 
you to bury you. 


I WAS JUST 
ASKIN’. DIDN'T 
MEAN NOTHING 
BY IT. 


OH, LOOK. 


HATTAYA 
WANT, VIC? 
] WANTED T’SEE 
THE PANTYWAIST 


AND HIS PRETTY 
STATUES. 


I'M NOT A 
PANTYWAIST. 
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Then again... 
I was weak and they 
were strong. 


q 
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DON’T 
{ GET’CHER PANTIE 
IN A_ BUNCH, 
PANTYWAIST. 


When you’re stuck out . 
in the rain, the worst — - 

part is getting soaked. Z same thing with getting 
After that, you hardly > Vg : pounded on. After it 

feel it ‘cause you're as starts, you reach a point 

wet as you're gonna get. & where you’re not feelin’ 

= it no more. 


At least 
for a while. 


OH MY 
GOD...OH MY 
GOD... 


IF I...1F I'D BEEN A 
BETTER WIFE...NOT 
DRUNK SO DAMN 


MAYBE YOUR 
m DAD WOULDN’T 
HAVE LEFT US... 


AND...AND YOU'D 
HAVE SOMEONE WHO 
COULD TEACH YOU TO 


HOW COULD THE 
SCHOOL NOT HAVE 


CALLED ME? 


DEFEND YOURSELF... \, 
AS 


\ 


SNUCK 
I snud \ OUT? 
out... 
i 
| 


Areyoo 
..Uh-huh... | mad cause I 
didn’t wanna | snud out? 
be seen 


lydis... 


I the BEACH. It always UY 
came back around to J 


wit was pretty ) 
VA, much inevitable. | 
p : > 
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Sie i ainsi 
{ A k im 
y\ > >, Pick a number, YYh\ 
a Be ft spin the wheel, take \\ 


your chances! » \ Wo 
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You gotta \ 
be in it to 
win it! 


What goes 
around... XY 


y= . 1 T — 
COMES it Hl li | . By that age, I pretty much 

around. || Hy came and went to the beach 
/ % whenever TI felt like it. Ma ~ 


was too busy either working Ss 
or drinking to notice. S 


I went from watching the 
way the water swirled in the 
sand...to how it worked with 
people in it. And what I saw... 


y 2 = YY — L 
..was that the people who ‘ ; 
just stood there and took it ZS tale cu peahialies 
got knocked on their: butts... se a run over them... “= 


I watched 
it for a REAL 
\\_long time. 


Then I spent the next month, 
every spare moment, practicing 
moving like sand and water. 


And the next time Vic and 
is buddies tried something, 
all I kept thinking was, 
“you can’t touch me. 


I learned several 
major things about 
power that day. 


aa 
And that those who have power over 
you...whether they’re principals or yy, . 
cops... don’t give a damn about what’s y/ I spent my whole life 
right or wrong, just or unjust. being good...and kids 
beat me up for it. 


, | When I stood up for 
| myself, the people with 
real power slapped me 
down. And I realized why: 


I’d become a 
threat. And I 
also realized... 


I liked the 
GH 


SSS 
all the way 
into high school. 


= 


of the school... 


x 
The principal, the teachers... = 
they may have been bosses geeut Mie ihe 
LJ 
) 


= ..they learned fast that it was smarter Wi @ 
~ to go with the wave than try to stand up | 7 
=| 8 to it. And that lesson stuck... - 


It was like my mind 
reshaped my body. I 
got big...threatening... 

ae 


Zo Flint. 
SE: sirpped going by Yj, erm 
eee “William.” When I po 
gitar ved high school, ai \ Z 


I had a new name: 


It sounded 
tough...imposing... 
and best of all... 


ii 


It reminded me of her... 
mgm and the guy I never wanted # 


to go back to being. y 
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Thing is, I still had a boatload of 
anger churning in my gut. Fortunately, 
I figured out someplace to put it. 


But Kick the crap 
out of people ona 


rTOOTDG = 1C aoe 


et throwing & 


 / he world trips 
0 Cir at YOU. 


VIC? JEEZ...HOW’D : my ‘CAUSE THIS IS THE SLEAZY 
YOU KNOW I'D BE j | MOTEL YOU ALWAYS USE. 
LOOK, IT’S FREEZING OUT 
HERE, FLINT. CAN 
I COME IN? 


r NO WAY. 
MARCY’S NAKED A\ 
EVERYTHING. 


THEN COME 
OUT HERE. I’M IN 
DEEP, MAN. I NEED 
YOUR HELP. 
OKAY, 
OKAY, GIMME 
A SEC... 
team’ 


———— es 
E——/ LOOK, UH... GOT \—— 
F_S\ SOME GAMBLING 
= 


<< 
WHAT’S NEW 
IS THAT SOME 
GUYS ARE GONNA 
KILL ME IF I DON’T 
A 


SCREWIN' AROUND, FLINT, I NEED WE’RE HEAVILY 
FLINT. THESE GUYS... YOU TO THROW FAVORED TO WIN. IF 
THEY'RE MOB THE NEXT COUPLE 7-7] WE LOSE, THE GUYS I 
TYPES. JEEZ, VIC, OF GAMES. OWE MONEY TO CAN 
WHAT‘RE YOU : CLEAN UP... 
DOING IN WITH ; = 
2 Y 
IT's \THE MOB: 


WHERE THE 
MONEY IS. 


MOB AN 


BET ON HIGH 


\ 
\\ 


THEY’LL BET 

ON HOW FAST 

PAINT DRIES! 
C'MON... 


NO 
WAY, VIC. NO 
FREAKIN’-- 44 FLINT...MY 
p> MA...I’M ALL SHE'S 


7 peap! t MEAN IT! GOT. THEY KILL ME, 
REALLY, HONEST TO) \|_ SHE'S... 
GOD DEAD! ; I’M 
; BEGGIN’ YA, MAN. 
PLEASE. 


THEY'LL BE 
FINDING PIECES OF 
ME IN THE HUDSON 

FOR MONTHS! 


j We were talking a 
we guy's life next to 


a couple 
of football games. 


PLAYING FOR CRAP 
ELIBERATELY! WHAT, \| 
DID YOU THINK I 


WOULDN’T FIGURE 12 \) Pe 
OUT!? C 


So TI did it. I played for 
crap deliberately. I figured 
no one would figure it out. 

tame A/ 


I THOUGHT 
YOU WERE GOING 
TO MAKE A MARK 

s ON THIS WORLD! 


Ss 


YOU'VE GOT 
IN MONEY RIDING 


TO SAY, YOU'RE OUT 
() 


F SCHOOL! 


BUT YOU'RE 
NOT GOING TO 
ACCOMPLISH A DAMNED 
THING! YOU'LL NEVER 
MAKE YOUR MARK! 


From that point on, 
I was pretty much 
screwed. 


My world was & 
spinning out K\ 
of control... iS 


SOX 0. 


and sometimes 


«but the world 
just doesn’t cu 
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be I remember the 
< first time that I 
saw him, after all 

those years. 


/| | 
/ He’d seemed so 


much BIGGER to 
me in the old days. 


But I’m getting ahead of myself. 
I didn’t see him RIGHT AWAY. 
First I had to get myself in 
even deeper than I already was. 


Vic and I got resourceful in 
ether as quick 
the intention of 
both of us blowing town... 
Ni} 


A\. 6A \ ME | 
4) Unfortunately, 

it didn’t work 
f out as planned. 


ae 


Aggravated assault 
and battery. Three 
F\ counts of theft. 


g@ They expected me to roll 
we over on Vic, but I DIDNT, 
which d 


Wound up in the 
slammer. for the first 


That’s where I saw him... 


the guy I was talking about | _ 


just before. The buy. whe used 


HAH! TOO V,, 
SLOW, OL 


Bet you thought I was ene 
pbout Spider-Man. Nah. H 


~. , 
So my dad. 
E Floyd Baker. 
v § 


I recognized 
him ina sec ON 


Of course 


YOU GOT A 
HELLUVA PUNCH, 
THOUGH. I’LL GIVE 
YA THAT. 


NOT AFRAID 


TO MIX IT UP, 


ARE YA? 


I’LL TELL YA, 
IF MY NOTHING KID 
HAD A FRACTION 
OF YER GUTS, I'D 
PROBABLY NEVER 
HAVE LEFT HOME. 


WHAT, Y’THINK . 
I NEEDED YER HELP? 
THINK I’M TOO WEAK 
TO FIGHT MY OWN 
FIGHTS? 


My God...no matter how many times 


A Irun that moment through my mind, 


it still makes me want to puke. 


He stood there, saying, 
"I'm Floyd Baker, “and 
all I could think about was 
the coach saying I'd never 
make a mark on the world, 


I was in and out of the $ 
slammer over the next tt ‘ 3 j ic, he always had 
few years. Every time §& ef | \ —— y new plan, some 
I got out, my best , ) | Z new 
friend and my best girl ta) Y = / ZAl| - E rE) || 
would be waiting for me. Y Gp J fi 


The mob had let him work 
off his debt, and it turned 
out to be to our benefit. We 
| did some enforcement jobs. 
And most of his other 
schemes, they worked great. 
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But when they went wron 
somehow I always wound u 
the FUZZY end of the lolli 


day, I was 
he was out. 


still, what made jail 5 | had 


bearable was that I | 
open ime hs oll y *wernen toe 
ad...although he sti 7 
had no clue who I was. 1 than anything. 


SOL DID 
something 
about it. 


You probably heard about 
what happened next. About 
how they kept after me, 
and I fled all the way down 
to Georgia... 


and I went 
to ground... 
literally. 


And one billion- 
to-one chance 


Then a nearby 
huclear reactor 
detonated... 


radioactive 
waste spilled 
into the sat 


W/ = made my way back to Ne 
and went straight to Marcy’s 


apartment to tell her that the B Nothing. NINH 
rough days we : < NE OF course ny 


.../cause thanks to the 1 
accident, noth 
op mea 


It was like my whole life had been a HAZE Wy 


and only snapped into focus at that 


d Marcy had obviously been 
me..Settving y Up ) 


~ eal! 
But the man I 
had BECOME... 
he Sandman... 


decided they 
weren’t worth 
the etrort 


For what I had 
BECOME...they 
were too LITTLE 


oO Matter. 


I needed enemies 
who were GOOD 
NOUGH for me. 


Yeah, sure, he thought 

he beat me the first 
/% time I met him, using a 
} vacuum cleaner to suck 


As if THAT would have 
held me. As if I couldn't 
have sent my body 
crashing out in a hundred 
directions at once and 


dded 


Instead I went ALONG with 
it, because, see, I'd heard 
that my father got nailed again 


{ Spider-man 
idn‘t beat me. * 


NOT Fea 


He just gave me a 
ee ticket to where 


NaS AN TTR INV } 
I had a hideout in Coney Island... Y Ms rt(| 
mS overlooking the beach, of course. 
=R nd q 
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IT'S JUST ATT 

ANOTHER COUPLE }f 
BLOCKS UP. : 

I DON’T GET 

Y \T, FLINT. WHY ME? 

Wf WHY'D YOU GO TO 


ACTUALLY... 
Pl it’s ‘cause... J 


OH, 
YOU GOTTA 
BE KIDDIN’ 
N ME! 


WHAT, DID 
"7 YOU SWING AROUND 
THE WHOLE FREAKIN’ 
CITY LOOKING FOR 
ME? 


‘a 


PETER! PETER, , 

WHERE ARE YOU?! 

IT'S THAT AWFUL 
SPIDER-MAN! 


HOT DOGS ANYMORE IN 
HIS Cl 
WITHOUT TROUBLE 
STARTING! 
GREAT. WHAT “ffi 


ELSE COULD GO 
WRONG? 


NOTHIN’! 
‘CAUSE I’M ENDING 
THIS RIGHT NOW! 4 


Legiae A 
U 
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BUT YOU'LL NEVER 


Wy WIN A STUFFED 
POODLE THAT / 
Way! 


I always loved that movie, 
"On the waterfront.” 
Brando has that great 
speech toward the end... 
KZ 
"IT couldabeena [ial 
contender. I coulda 4 
been somebody... 


My life might’ve been a 
different if my dad had been 
watching out for me. . 


"instead of a bum, 


which is what I am.” And ‘Cause his brother sold 


A he’ i i j him out as a boxer, and 
bee blam ing. bis pa he figures his brother 


should’ve been watching 
out for him. 


In the end...just like 
always...my dad was 
too far away. 


I couldn’t stop it in 
time...couldn’t even look. 
I’d screwed everything 
up. EVERYTHING. 


yD) 


The rain started coming down 
harder, and Spider-Man, he tried 
to stay one step ahead of me. 


Rie 


; 1 Took refuge on 
= oF the Ferris wheel. a 


“{ xused the sand 
the beach to grow and f§ 
5] keep on growing. \ 4 


<2 


g 
My) to hold myself together 
— in the pounding rain. But 
LI had to do it for just 


ri i 
My whole life came down to that 


Hifi m 
} to help 


Mm moment. A life of just trying to 
Hil ake a difference... 


| And I screamed, “Why? 
} Why me? Why can’t 


I} anything I do matter?" 
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\ \, 
“Because somebody (Me 

up there hates you. 
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UNFFFFFF... 


YOU...OKAY, 
MISTER? 


~ Li THINK 
©..WHAT THE HELL 
HAPPENED...? 


aN 


(GES 

RO 

REE 

> WAS AT 

THE WRONG ANGLE \=y 

‘O SNAG THE CAR...SO \Zy 

I WHIPPED UP A WEB (ar, 

CUSHION IN ABOUT 

\ TWO SECONDS... 


WITH HIM? COME ON, } | ,/o NOPE. HE 
OH...NO. NO, HE JUST, SERIOUSLY. fj WAS JUST, 
UH, WAS ASKING DIRECTIONS. \ WHERE’D HE 
TO A BAR. WHERE'D HE 


YEAH, I 
FIGURED. LOOK, 
\ UH..I GOTTA 
. GO... 


HE MADE 
HIMSELF INTO A 4 

GIANT FROM THE BEACH 
SAND, THEN GOT HIT BY 

LIGHTNING. AND SINCE ff \ t 
BEACH SAND IS MOSTLY ARE YOU vin 

a SILICON, IT CONDUCTED £2 Y{ SURE YOU HAD 
IT AND BLEW HIM TO 41g K 4 NO IDEA WHO HE 
: PIECES. <f \ As? 
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You try to make your mark in |) | / F ¢ I would create 
this world. To do something ‘: Vv : . a lasting piece 
that will last...that will tell ‘| fae of real-life art... 
everybody who comes after . i 
you, “I was here.” 


To make a 
statement for 
the ages. 


Took me a while to find 
4 my statement. To figure 
sj out what I could do that 

would make the world 

stop and take notice. 


finish it uld call it: i ce 


ss ey 8) ei ) ae Tr 7) 
something that the world TT E It would be my i fi 
a ae would remember, no matter masterpiece. ‘ 
d i 
7 Bog | oe, j 
“The Death of | 
4 Spider-Man." 7) 


how long it took me to i | | It would be 
au ! lorious.. 
/) 4 est of all... 


| il 
w/t would 
last forever. 
. —. Sy ¢ 
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a SG 
a" “LIVER FAILED, AND 
9 THE KIDNEYS FOLLOWED...” 
v @ \ 


dé 
/ 


Og SONG a) 


, WE CAN DO EXCEPT MAKE HER 
COMFORTABLE AND WAIT 


Mm, FOR THE END, 
> Ka 
“oN 
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DO WE EVEN KNOW 
HER NAME? 


SHE HAD A 
NECKLACE TUCKED 
UNDER HER SHIRT. 
IT SAID “LEAH” 
N IT. 


WHEN I CAME ACROSS HER...GOD,.,.I MUST'VE z 
SWUNG PAST THAT ALLEY A HUNDRED TIMES... 
MAYBE IF I’D NOTICED HER SOONER.., 


SHE HAD 
NEWSPAPER 
CLIPPINGS OF 

ME...TONS.., 


OBVIOUSLY 
YOU MEANT SOMETHING 
TO HER, BUT EVEN YOU CAN'T Ji 


IF YOU CAN HEAR 
ME, LEAH...SWEET 
DREAMS. 


re 


STIL 


ER) Y 


“GWEET, SWEET 
DREAMS.” 


